|t P —

s A — . B A —— s i

I.hnhn'ﬂ’n\\t‘{ Ry g ) |
rou County Register

_BY BLY D AKE.
IRONTON, . - = +a = MISSOURL

e

e

o 1 o4

IN THE CHILDREN'S HOSPITAL.
Dot dbetor had called h anoth evernad
e Tyt Dafore, e
But hesvatachill 0 my heart when I saw
T e thadoor . :
5% nsrang enee pobopla gt Frsnos ax
Hautd: red bair, big volce, big ehest, big, mer-

Wondertul ehres o hiat dane,  yoo, but 2

aderful enres he ] ut the

said, too, of bim' - e X0% :

He was ‘bhappier in using he Xknlfe than in
trying 10 save the limb.

And that [ cun well believe, for he look'd so
coarse and so red,

Icould think he'tras one of those who counld
break thelr jests on the dead, !

-And mangle the living dog that had loved
him and fawn’d at bis knee—

Drenched with the hellish oorali—that ever
such thrings shonld be!

Here was a boy—I am sure that some of our
children would die

But for the voice of Love, and the smile, and
the cowiforting eye—

Here ;.was n boy in the ward, every bone

seemed outof place—
‘Cangnt in a mill and crush’d—it was all but a
op (5 il

And'he hendled him gently enongh; but his
volce and his face were not kind,
And it was but a hopeless case, he had seen
it and made up his mind,
And he siid to mae roughly, “The lad will
need little more of your eare.”
“*All the more need,” I toid him; ' to seak the
Lord Jesus in prayer;
They are ull His children here, and I pray for
them all as my own:”
Bat bhe turned to me, ** Ay, good, woman, ¢an
prayer s¢t a broken bone?’
Then he mutter'd half to himself, but I know
"that I'héard him say,
“C All very well—but the good Lord Jesus has
Lad day.”"

Had? has it come? It has only dawn'd. It
will'come by and by.

O, how eould 1 serve in the wards 4f the hope
of the. lﬁuﬂd were o lie?

How counld I bear with the sights and the
loathsome smells of discase,

Dut thae He said, ** Ye do it to me when ye do
it 1o shese?'« .

8o he'went. And we passed to this ward,where
the younger children are Inid ;

Here is the eot of our orphun, our darling, our
meek little maid ;

Empty yvou see jost now! We have lost her,
who loved her =0 magh—

Patient of pain, tho' as gquick as a sensitive
plant to the tonehs

Hers was the prettiest prattle, it often moved
e to tears,

Iers was ghe gratefulest heart Thave found in

_ aehildof her vears, )
Nay, vou remiember onr Emmie; yon used to
g nid her the Aowers; .
How ali would smile at ’em, play with ’em,
talk to ‘ew honrs aiter hours.

They u}:t can wander at will where the works
ofthe Lord are reveal’il

Little guéss what joy ean beé got from a cow-
siip sut.of the field ;

Flowers to these * apirits in prison” are ali
they can know of the spring,

They freshen and sweeten the wards like the
waft of an Whgel’s wing:;

And she lay with x tlowoer in one hand and her
thin huiinds crossed on her breast—

Wan, h’l- ns pretty as heart can desire, and
we shought ler at rest,

Quictly slecping—so quiet, our doctor said,
“ Poor little deax!

Nurse, I must do it to-morrow; she'll never
live thro’ it, I fear.”

I walk’d with our kindly old doctor as far as
the head of the stair,

Then I return’d to the ward; the child didn't
see 1 was there.

Never since I was nurse had I been so grieved
nnd =0 vext!

Emmie had heard him. Softly she call’d from
her cot to the next,

“ Jle says I shall never live thro' it. O, Annie,
what shall I do?”

Annie eonsider'd. “If I,” said the wise little
Annie, ** were yon,

I should ery to the dear Lord Jesus to help
me; for, Emwmie, yon see, :

It’sull in the picture there: ‘Little children
should come unto me." "

(Meaning the print that you gave us, 1 find
that it always can please

Our, children, the dear Lord Jesus with chil-
dren about his knees,)

“Yes, and 1 will,” said Emmie; “but thenif I
call to the Lord,

Mow should He know that it’s me? such alot
of beds in the ward !**

That was a puzzle for Annie, Again she con-
sider'd and said:

“Emmie, you put ont your arms, and yon
lenge 'em ontside on the bed—

The Lovd ias 80 much to see to! but, Emmie,
vou tell it Him plain, *

It's the little xirk with her arms lying out on
the counterpane.'”

1 lind sat three nights by the child—=I could
not wateh her for four—

My brain hnd begun to reel—I felt I could do
it no more; :

That was my sleeping-night, but I thought
thut it never wonld pass,

Thers wius a thunder-clap once, and a clatter
of Nail on the zinss,

And there wns o phantom cry that I heard as
I tnat about,

The bhleat of 2 mbtherless lamb in the storm
dnd the darkpess withont;

My sleep wits broken beslde with dreams of
tive dreaiiful knife

And fears for onr delieate Ernmle, who scarce
wonld eseape with her life

Then in the grayv of the morning it seem'd she
atood by me and ‘smiled,

And the doctor eame uat his hour, and we went
to see to the child.

Ie had brought his ghastly tools; we believed
her asleep again—

Her dear, long, tean, Httle arms lying out on
the counterpane;

Say that His day is done! Ah, why should we
eare what they sav?

The Lord of the children had heard her, and
Ewmmie had passed nway.

—From Teanyson’s New Poems.

AT FIFTY.

YEs, fifty is a great age—people seem
to think it is; a half century. I have
felt itas I looked back upon the years;
1 have felt it as I looked before me in
the glass; I have felt it in the society of
Belle and her mates; I havefelt it when

ple treated me with the cool polite-
ness due thefr own self-respect, and,
that done, have fled to the charms of
little Belle and Alice, that only yester-
day I remember in their cradles; and if

1 had any common-sense [ should not|gmn

have felt it with the

But I hated all along to be win
toward fifty. I ha to see that
could not sit out-doors of an evening
withoust & little shawl; that I could not
take the old rambles and rides of my
youth unless fatigued; that instead of
thrilling 'freshly in every nerve to the
beauty of sunset and scenery as I used
to do, I quivered only in remembering
how I fised to thrill.

And then, too, I dreaded to be old,
thinking if some day—some | g—-—Ma.s-
kelyn should see me, and pass by with-
out knéwing me, or, if knowing me,
knowing only to suffer mortal shock at
the sight; never thinking that Maskelyn
also was growing old. Ah, perhaps I
should’have dredded it all the more if I
had thopght the years were setting lines
in the smooth olive of that face, were
dimming the fire of those great eyes,
were ning the darkness of the locks
that fell across that brow of his, were
impairin the music of that voice. I
neveldid shink it. Tome he had a sort
of immortality. And now—now I am
fifty years old, as T was yesterday; bat
it iz not bitter any more, a8 it was yes-
terday, with that old bitterness of van-
jshed strength and interest; for I love
life. I feel the blood bounding warmly

regret I did.

. T L R e

kwas the world against one.
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heart, these" -up Hif TS, to
Maskel{'g, _ b%,“egas' P
should <milé at Maskelyn—

I was sitting in the parch, thinking of

my years, that day. After all, it seemed

=7 AN 6 30 %4 o AR ey mgl- e

euckles blowing all about in the dusk,
and Maskelyn sat #& my side, and the
very air we breathed fanned to and fro
in the fragrance, full of the dark, sweet
mystery of love. "It séemed as if all the
world had beea: madejust to ‘eome to
blossom in"that evening, stars and winds
and vaults of heaven, the evening that
h:! hfllrst ;aid in words that he loved 1!111:;.
although our lives had wn toget

so for years ‘that gvl:; had each
known the thought of the other without
speaking, and knew that there was no
others on earth that could ever come as
close to either of usas the other did.

But this crowned the whole with cer-
tainty, and we looked in each other’s
faces in the gleams of the starlight as if
we were the two only people on the
planet. Alas, we were not! >

For Maskelyn was still very young,
and the traveler for a commercial house;
he had his way to make. It was the
morning afier that night in the dark
and the dew and the honeysuckle odor
that he left the ring on my finger, and
went off on one of his journe He
was to go down the river to New Or-
leans before he ‘returned; and he took
the steamer Beauxtemps at St. Louis—
and it was thirty years before I heard
from him how it all happened. But the
world is full of tongues, and [ heard it,
all the same, on the four winds that
blow no one knows whither.

There had taken passage on that
fatal steamer a wealthy planter of Llou-
isiane, with his wife, an invalid French
lady, apd their young daughter, Adele.
She was a lovely little thing, this Adele,
and she sang like a bird. Maskelyn
heard her singing one evening, and,
passionately. iumi of _music, he soon
made her acquaintance, and was sing-
ing with her.,She wad as childdike,
too, as shé was young and ‘prettys <he
had sSoon confided to him all her af-

fairs, arffl he, secure in his plighted 16ve, |

and never dreaming of misconstruction
or trouble, became her hourly associate,
and took pleasure in her innocent com-
panionship. . '

One afternoon they sat in their sccus-
tomed seat, reading, as it chanced, from
the same book. In their n
and their talk they had taken no notice
of the excitement of the people about
them ; and if they knew they were racin
the Charon, so they had been doing half
the week, and. thoaght nothing of it.’
And- all at once a'shriek of counntless
voices rent the air; there was a shock
and an explosion, as i the bottomless
pit had broken through the bed of the
river. The air was full of 1lying beams
and falling men and women; the river
was full of them; and they were two
among them all, afloat but alive.

Afloat in the branches of a huge trec
that was sailing and swirling down the
river, and in no immediate danger of
destruetion, but exhausted, and unable
to do more than keep the breath they
had for a while. If others had been
saved, they had reached one of the
banks, or had been picked up by the
Charon’s boats.  The qunick Southern
dusk was upon them before Adele had
done more than open her eyés and close

them Neither she nor he had
been se sly hurt, bat'they were abso-
lutely alone in the thick might and the

rushing river. . What else could they do
but comfort one another, poor children,
sitting side by side in the cradle made
by the big bramches, and trembling at
all the dark, unknowi tumult of the tor-
rent, till suddenly, with -a shoeck: that
might have wrécked them had not their.
clothes been caught-on the branches,
they were anchored on a mud-spit, and
the stream was sweeping'by?

The morning dawned redly over the
great sea-like river. Flat.boat and raft
and steamer went along; but no one
saw their signals, or.seéeing, no one
heeded them, Another weary night,
famished ‘dnd faint, but keeping each
other’s courage up ; and at noon of the
next day they were taken off. But in
two days and nights Maskelyn had
learned that she loved him. And when,
in turn, she learnéd that hérlove wasin
vain, it was only by force of arms that
he hinderéd her from seécking the watery
death from which -he had rescued her.
The poor little passionate, tropical crea-
ture! ° :

He saw her, howevet, no more for a
month after thé time that he left her
at her father's door in New Orleans,
where he found the black-robed parents,
who had themselves - been paved, but
who had thought their child lost, and
received her: a8 ohe raised. from the
grave, and would have given Maskelyn
their all as her preserver. But Maske-
lyn did not present himself there again;
and it was not till his return from a trip
through the meighboring region that
Adele’s father was able to ﬁndahim, and
to beseech him to accompany him if he
would save his child a second time from
death. And he found her on the brink
of madness.

Compelled by their kindness and their
ief, he could do nothing -but remain,
and add his efforts to theirs. It was a
superb home; wealth and art and cli-
mate could bardly do more to make it
perfect. Perhaps aha sense of its ease
and luxury were delicious to the tired
and almost penniless young man. And
then there were always flowers, music,
paintings, servanté moving like shad-
ows, cordial warmth_and bless-
ing, and the lovely: “young crea-
ture whose traomble his * presence
was beginning to tefi, ©Ah, yes, you
sec I mm excusing Maskelyn— to
make you excuse him. But it was allto
be foreseen. Three against one?P FIt.

or
here at home avas an obscure young wo-
man, with herbarely cbmmmbrlfsnp-
pog!; and there, on the other hand,
were beauty, wealth, distinction, and all
the promotion and success that come in
the train of such things, .~ 1 ¢+ / :

But it w &pe of these t weighed
sufficie 'E‘rﬁ he

one %
thoughtlessness,

his i ence, had
stimulated the passi ?’?ms dﬁvfg_
the pitifub young: 31_ wmsd-hoase. |
He felt that the sacrifice of his own
dreams-of fikppiness wasa trifle in the

way of expiation. And for me—pray do
not smile at the idea—he somehow sub-

in my veins; death seems farther away
than ever—it is only bitter now because
I have nothing Wt this old face, this old

tilely felt that he and I were

LI

ife | fromh ofig-d :h&;m
b wontd bR Sk bk

— e Tt & =

—that he should not suffer a gl
buarden -en his conscience, whether that]

tent, in fact, while he was ess under
his want of ease; Fig' ¥ :
And s0 he married Adele. ™
Perhaps it would have hetter
he written me the story ‘ef. it, and not
have leit me Lo my imaginings. - But he
thought the conrse kindest to me was to
let me think him a villain, and be h
of my hurt 'the sooner. nd then,
too—you must not think ill of me for
saying it—I appeared to him so alto-
gether lovely and to be loved that_he
could not but believe, eost him what
K:ng it mighs, that I should speedily be
Py

to be a bétter man.

_And from that hour his career began
—the career of no commercial traveler,
but that of the son of a rich and power-
ful house, put forward for fresh honors
all the gime, now Governor, now Sena-
tor, and when war came, unwilling to
take arms against gither his native North
or his adopted South, oirg with the
others to the villaon the%(o terranean;
where life was a long dream of idleness
and 3, He was a good husband, I
am to know. Ile never allowed
himself to feel that Adele had done him
an injurtyh; he forced himself always to
look &t the other side, and valu@ the ad-
vantages he received through connec-
tion with her father. She was a gentle
little being, always beautiful, never alto-
gether of ﬂertectly strong mind or wi}l

ain, but living and breathing through
him; and she ili?ed and breathed through
him for twenty-five years. He could
only'be proud of her, in a certain way,
at Southern springs, in Congressional
life, as they went trflrongh Europe; her

loveliness, the simplicity of her always
perfeet Iadyheod, if one mady ude the
word, were things always to admire,
and crowds followed her. He also ad-
mired her; hehada tender eare for her,
# gentle attachment to her, and if he
never loved her, she mever knew he did
not. She hardly remembered that he
had ever had his poor,p:ule passion in the
North. BShe died at last, thinking of
him as only her own, and thanking him
for the bliss he had given her in his long
faithfulness. But his poor, pale passion
had become an ideal thing to him, a sort
of pol round which his soul re-
volved so entirely as to be automatic and
unconscious in. its motion. He did not
actively and all the time remember it,
but it helped to shape his course, and it
was atways there. .

And at last, then, Maskelyn was his
own. master once more. ' ButoPme, in
his freedom, it did not ocecur to him to
think as an aetoal possibility in flesh
and blood. He had never dared to ask
for me; he took it for granted that I
was long since another man’s wife. And
when, after some years more, in & man-
ner unawares to himself, the memory
began to work in his heart, he came to
the old town again as a pilgrim visits a
shrine, and without a dream of finding

me.
And in all these years, after the first
one of unbearable suffering, I had staid
there in my home, doing the duty that
came ﬁrgt to hanig, bom since it. was
duty and since it might prevent my
pain.  And. the pain had passed at
ength, had leff only asoreness and sor-
row, had become sublimated, as it were,
into something I would not lose: for its
pang. Ofe by one, father and mother,
gister and brother, had left mej; but I
still dwelt in the sweet old house, and
sat of summer on ‘the porch
ckles. At first [ had

among the ho _
thought 1 co mever breathe their
bmé again; but 8t last it had grown

love, of the life, I hoped for. But the
ml::p and more of gﬁs had not b{f""&
un py to me; daily routine. ha
taken mucl ‘ihouﬁ"-'{he poor children
that I te and  Belle and Alico
and all the rest, served in some de-
to keep me young; for, as I =aid, I'
Eated to grow old; and if any one
was kind enough to say they would
hardly know.me for mare than the elder
sister’ of .the two g.girls about
me, my skin still so smooth, the cplor
on my cheek so delicate, the pale gold ot

a})t to.moye my heart with a little pulse
O

and for all that, that fifty years

ways count for fifty years. ow and

once whenI went to a larg
a photograph of himjs

gome other publie ple;
locked away, and &I
look at it but once ewes
when I did look at it 659
one hurried glance ¢
I.hriltl?dm:d sprin 1! ; - -
sinned, lest I made him sin, and'T wrap-
ped it closer away agsin, - But-the day
after I had seen that face was always a
day of mourning. And =t last I knew
that he had no longér & wife; and year
went by, and year, and year, and he had
not come. metimes, in wondering

qit,to @]

loud that it seemed as if only fastin
and yer would still it, and
bluaheg?nd burned to think I wasted a
throb on one who had long ago.ceased
to care, who never came fo ses; %&-
one day I took his pictures, that of the
boyish beautv and that of the stalwart
man, and burned.them both to ashes,
and prayed that my love might burn to
ashes with them, and my beart bacold]
and at ra‘sce in that my fiftieth years.

Bag if I had not learned evéry line of
the later pieture by heart, whether I
would or_ no, I might have known
Maskelyn when he ‘came saunterai::& by
the gate that night, and’ gave a l at
the and s asif a
struck him, and stopped and leaned his
folded arms on the gate, and stared at
rme as I sat there.;

* He krew me. * In’ y beginni
ES Ty R Ll
air
2‘”5!1! slamﬂz e Ih .
did .nog i i e; het t
Rohtifing hall héphench bo his brak

. | or else that he saw's h.q _
' He lifted his hat andt“:u ed Ris fore-

head ; he half turned to go away; then
he wheeled about, opened the: and
came slowly up the path, with his sol-
emn gaze still fixed n me. Ah, how

at * one; that I could _only
desire and urge him to absolve himself

sweet the honeysuckle breath came,
stirred by his advaucing motion!

conscience was, morbidly sensiti ||-noally
TR D e g

#n ‘accusing spirit and [ was wretched in |that
‘were fifl
ealed |j ;lh?-

in the love of oue 1 should hold |,

exquisite grace, her dark, large-eved-| to-morrow. I sit

precious to meé; it was ‘my all of the by

my hair still uantouched by silver, it was |

leasure, although I knew, in Vh”{humu eyes have ever seen more dar-
ust als

then I heard of Maskelyn in his public &
life—I had not exactly thought it wrongg§¥?

I earnestness,—

,?'Ju
[ias be di

1saw him, or-it was, as it had been
itimes before, that I dréeamed I
idid, * And then T'said 'to y -4¢The
worst has come. I shall hear presently
that Maskelyn is dead.” B :rwu
?_t Ing' to himself—and yet I him:
8 nitbe? Isitso? Enall ? Inthe
old home! . My God! if she should yet
e free!’’ . And then a glad ery, snd we
were in each .other’s arms. And we
esrs pld. Too old for such
drew back, all bMshing and
ashamed, only to be taken in those arms

*What would Belle and Alice say?"
I murmaured.
ey oy g e

nd in sudden. j s spasm t
bad I realized anew my fifty years and
their twenty.! . - of

“I am so old,” I said, *“and they are
80 young!™

“* For me you have eternal youth,” he
answered. +*Weare going to live back-
ward all the years in which I have lgst
you, since you are so , my angel,
as to lova me atill, to r m‘fepmach
me; to forgive me."

And sometimes ] ask if they to whom
fate seems kinder, and give & smooth
durrent of Jove in their early season,
have half the depth of delightin it that
theéy find who at a later day love with
the concentrated force that, spr out
over ‘all the intervening years, might
have been a shallow and s ant pool,
Did I love Maskelyn any better at twen-
ty? Not any fraction so dearly. Did
he love me more? I can notanswer for
that. = One could hardly love more than
an abject worshiper loves a saint in her
shrine, and so he seems to love.

And so I am to be married
here in &
daze, while Belle and Alice are
weaving garlands on the steps below.
It does not seem to strike them as any-
thmi strange. * We were always sure
Lon ad'an romance and & hero, Miss
Liyia,” they say. = ¢ Oh, it is like read-
ing a new chapter. And. you are go-
ing to come back here, after you have
seen the great world, and never let us
lose you?™ AndI foriet, as I see him
coming up the walk while they weave,
that -1 can no more ride and ramble
without fatigue, for 1 have an arm on
which to lean; and I know that I shall
thrill once more to sunset and sunrise,
water scene and mountain view, for
there will be eves to donbie all the bean-
ty, and reflect it back on mine. 1 forget
that any time has becn stolen from me
when I look at Maskelyn’s face, that has
only grown stronger and more rugged
and noble in the full lizht of his noon.
I thank Heaven, that is letting me begin
this life, however short the life may be,
s0 blessed, so blessing, although at fifty
years.—Iarper's Bazar. -

Thoughts From Dickens.

If you had theabilities of all the great
men, past and present, you could do
nothing well without sincerely 'miean-
ing it, and setsing about it.—Bleak
House.

There are days in this life worth life
and worthdeath. And oh! whata bright
old song it is, that *Oh! ‘tis Jove that
makes the world go round.""—Our Mutual
Friend. Al

Pride is one of the seven deadly sins;
but it can not be the pride of a mother:
in her children, for that is a compound
of two cardinal virtues—faith and hope.
— Nicholas Nicklebu.

Men who are thoroughly false and
hollow seldom  try® to hide those vices
from themselves; and yet ian the very
act of avowing them they lay claim to
the virtues they feign to despise—Barna-

Rudge.
The old, old fashion! the fashion that
came in with our first garments, will
last unchanged until onr race has run’its
courze, and the wide firmamentis rolled
up like a seroll. The old, eld fashion—
| Death !— Dombey and Son.

It always grieves me to contemplate
+he initiation of ehildren into the ways of
life when they are scarcely. more  than
infants: It cheeks'theic eontidence and
simplicity—two - of the best qualities
Heaven gives them.—TVe Old Curiosity
Shop.

Verily, verily, travelers have seen
many idols in many countries; but no/

ing, gross and shocking images of the
Divine nature than we creatures make
in our own likenesses of our own bad
assions.—Liltle Dorrit, ,
Some happy talent and some fortun-
ate opportunity may form the two rides
Lof the ladder on which some men mount,
[but the rounds of that ladder must be
made of staff to stand thé wear and
tear; and there is mo substitute for
thorough—goingt ardent and sincere
he Pickwick Club.

A silent look of affection and regrn'r_d
where all other eyes are turned coldly |
away—the consciousness that we
the sympathy and affection of one being
;lﬁn all others M';i d mus a

old, a stay, a comfort, in [eepest
aflliction, which no wwm,mf -

and thinking, my heart would best "’}2&“ or power bestow.—David Copper- | rig
km“! how few of nature's faces are
o

ft to gladden us with their beauty!,
he cares and sorrowings, and hn&!r-
ings, of the world change them as they
thange hearts; and it is only when
those passions sleep, said have lost their
hold forever, that the troubled clouds
pass off and lpave HeaVven's surface
- alear.—Oliver Tunst -
3 A Child’s Faneies. |
Says Prentice Mulford: | What vol-
umes of unwritten hhwrj:. ™ and:
conjecture there " are in the bruifiof a
seven-year-old child! I believe, your
wn-up, poet, after all, does not pro-
duce the ideslization of his ' baby" dl'gs,
when sticks, stofies, boxésand old tint”
pans talked to him.  But the child gan
e a little world of its own, and man-
facture a room full. of ’gplr-wt of
hree -chuirs, two rag-babies und a cati.
ith such materialit will hold w@

wedding, m somebody, o' a
funeral, bury all its friendsand

start an alarm of fire and “run with the
nachine," prescribe for the sick, go's
shopping, rejoicé over the on of,
a new bBaby and travel in-Eamp? W, e
. of maturer years are yawn a
ﬁhing that some one wo{dd d:gp in

Tn He broke off by-and-by a branch
_higlhe!:oneysuckle,an twined it in my |

1 reférruble to the

service, “let'ont the meeting," 'gv't5 a'| pects

in al and 'of :

Senator Edmunds is not ' and does not

heldla}tpb?ﬂwinhmﬂm g

party wholly

aims and its methods, the Repub-

lican party to be wholly right. Of
Senator

the co under our Consti~
tutionni:g,thm period:ﬁ:'ﬂm
gnnlng with E.lhe Administration
‘ashington and ending with that
John Quincy Adaws, the second
with Andrew Jackson an
with James Buchanan, and the third be«
ginning with Abraham Lincoln to end
with Rutherford B. Ha In the first
ggriod Mr. Edmund{;; t .
ivisions *‘ arose m neocessary an
intelligent differencesof o n'' sbout.

B

on the other hand.
of the second period, the
ship of Mr. Edmunds becomes tlagrant.
He assumes the Democratic pnrtey to
have been devoted from 1829 to 1861 to
the protection or e&xténsion of slave
labor, to free trade **under'which,” as
he grotesquely says, -** it was supposed
that the slaveholding cotton-grower
could exchange his products for those
of the underpaid labor of Europe with-

out D any en ment to the
free labor and free schools of the non-
slaveholding States;’' to the confine-

ment of Federal authority within the
narrowest limits, and finally to seces-
sion and civilwar. The first and fourth
of these objects, Senator Edmunds half
admits, are no longer held in view by
the Democratic party, but the second
and third endure. He considers the
Democracy in Congress to be *‘slill in
favor of laying customs duties in such a
way as to pruﬁuce the test revenue
from a given commodity. without any
reference to securing the labor of our
citizens against unfair and injurious
competition in foreign countries.”
Would that there wess no doubt as to
this! The Democratic hostility to Na-
tional authority Mr. Edmunds discovers

in a Republican sense, the choice of
members of Congress by the several
States.

He steers wide of the differences be-
tween the white and black races, aad
also of the rather important fact that
President Grant's Administrations con-
stantly sougzht to use the negro vole in
the South as a party instrument. What
wonld Senator Edmunds have said if the
tremendons machinery of the Federal
Government had been employed in Ver-
mont and in New England year after
i‘ear to array the Canadian vote, the

rish vote and the Catholic vote against
the native New England Protestant Re-
publican vote? Thetimemay yet come
when thiswill be done. And what will
Senator Edmunds say if the power of
General Garfield's Administration shall
bedexcrcind‘tgelid the m‘eﬁriilg
industry of land. to orgsnize its
workmn against tarifl reform?

As u matter of fact Senntor Edmunds
admits, by his line of thought, that
litienl parties in this country, as in En~
fglau:{. rest ‘upm.:; historical and natural
oundations, an notmﬂ-tamponry
and artificial foundatiom. e modern
Conservative and Liberal parties in En-

Jand rest on the sathe foundations in
“nglish history and in eertain antithet-
ical forms in *which the hamsu Mmind is
cast with the Whig and Tory parties of
the past. ‘Just ‘as parties divided on
Staterights In the: Presideatial eloction
of 1800 im the United  States; s0:do
they diyide to«day. . What bat, a, Con-
stitutional princip
question, which' involves the xigl‘ﬂ of
the Federd' Govérnment ‘to subsidize
industry ® ° Has Congreas the Constit
tionalrightiote legislate solely for that
ur
E’urd than to speak of State rights as an

buteome of slaye labor? -Was
Quincy a slave-owner? Was the Hart-
ford Convention a convention of slave-
owners? Slave labor was vindicated
in the Southern States because it was
underthe protection of the Constitn-
tion. A division of opinion in England
respecting the paramount authority of
Pariiament over the sources of legality
found expression in the parties known
as Whig and Tory, and is still partially
woduced in the antagonism ‘of the
Liberals and the Conservatives, and a
division of political opinion in the
United States respecting th:fmonnt
authority of Congress and the Federal
Government - over the several States
found expression alike in the election

of 1800 and in_ Are
ot nearly all of 5& nces
to-day, which P _oiglo,
?" Whatiis t ....%J of

tender in its legal aspect but a q |
of Constitutional power?

‘It is easy to of Demoaratio lib-
erality about ** im nts’’
as 3 - modern but was not the
‘Democracy always ly “National”
about-ob deemed to be really ** Na-
tional’' ? ** Did "'niot' ' the "’ Démoeracy in
IB(:I&'H begin in Congress the surveys
an
struction of the Pacific railways? Did
it not ¥ on war thirty years to
enlg:tgq he National domain? m it
not strain tlie Constitution, sgdinst the
}Jro(es_t of State-rights Massach
or the ‘‘ National" objects of acquiri
the Flori Louisiana, Texas, ifor-
nisend New Mexico? In a word, do
not our present partydifferences turn
oF aﬁ:.%nemnnt as to what is Na-
%nond- what is local? *

It would be well if Senator Edmunds
'would employ a few leisure moments in
miaking a candid exposition of the pros-
of the ballot in this ¢ as
exhibited in the late election. ith.
what hopes or fears is he inspired as
he contemplates the power exer-
eised .over bailots of their work-
| men: by the individuals or com
oD corporations in man
iy business? What has he to say of
the growing use of money in Northern

whom you could talk to.
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in the present Demccratic resistance | gardi
to Federal laws intended to regulate, | alte
_specified

¢ ordered o.r‘;
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underlies_the tariff |

pose? - Can auything be more ab- | Cabinet are throw
tised for proposals, and doesn't wang .

the work for thé con- |

usetls, | treated them with
og | Western winter or the

fluence was _
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in the other States of this |
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The Latest Scheme for Grant's )
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prove ineffectual. ' Y
3 .?! course General nm--' for
0

something with Grant Eg_ch_
e m::d in'the wrmy; Withthe
or anew e in v :
odious name of Pen ‘affixed
to it, was a monstrous defisnce of
lic opinion, as well as a con
violation of the Coustitution, which for-
bids the co ing by Congress of
titles of nobility. But Geasral Mo-
weighted' with
AR-
y budget be loaded with as
cial salary for General Grant? wh
should the u'lzimtlnd list boh-l!
the receptacle lﬁondom .mtud
to it from civil life? Why should he
receive full pay, when the law allows
retired officers only three-fourths pay?P
Why should the army regulations re-
the requisites for retirement be
in his favor? He isnot st the

Grant's friends :3: to give him a pen-

sion, why not to prepare the legisia.
tion for gi?in:zim m directly?

¥

endeavor to put him on tbouyn—
tired list is of a plece with the
other clumay efforts to get some kind
of mili rank and salary for him, in-
stead of reso: frankly to a charity
foundation. What is Grant o be re-
tired from? ¥e isn’t yot even ‘on
gy g e s g,
ut dee .
form are the objections to
We want no precedent
avowed sinecures. This s ‘not
: ey d‘:m inati-
tutions. e object be only, as Gen-
eral McCook's resclution says itls, “a
ition of his .eminent services,"
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nition of his services can be

lations, and creates perilous
dent.—N. ¥. Bun.' ' g
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i ——People who ate advising General '
man in hiy

Garfleld to ‘put a colored

it
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to be embarras sed by the color
——The Intest joke at Wash
s Cabinet will
no Ohio man. And possibl
Administration will have no
in it betweannow the 4th of
but Poopla will ve both—when
see it.
~——1It is & remarkable fact that
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far

to manage to get through the remnmnt
dhildlylﬂ‘i:ll

et oLl g s e
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ored folks who exedusted to Ohlo and
Indiana are back to ‘‘Ole Caro-

appear to
most

it

jority. They didn't find the free
E:«:;Lnl West flowing

ey, and they weren't invited £o run,
for ffce, Ty o bock Wil bnler

raised, and » fesling that they are of no
more account in the opinion of & North-
g:mmli:ﬂsh?’:
to hang & howl oy — Chicago 7V

TowERriNG ambition is » fine thing—
the love of
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those services of General Gm,_lm :

¥ 1 JTne
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Senator. He greatly the quies ‘-.'.
of his home, he
tempted to 'or.ll}'h C‘o.am' 3

with the attacks on. the ex-President #q... 1.

transgressed proper bounds as to.
Bt in ond %o personal imterconrds.”

——— Most of the North Carolins col- "’

line’’ as 1 1 . T
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